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an effort, we may sound the trumpet as loud
and long as we please; the great barons of the
mind will not rally to the standard* but sit,
each one, at home, \varming his hands over his
own fire and brooding on his own private
thought!
In the course of a day's walk, you see, there
is much variance in the mood. From the ex-
hilaration of the start, to the happy phlegm of
the arrival, the change is certainly great. As the
day goes on, the traveller moves from the one ex-
treme towards the other. He becomes more and
more incorporated with the material landscape,
and the open-air drunkenness grows upon him
with great strides, until he posts along the road,
and sees everything about him as in a cheerful
dream. The first k certainly brighter, but the
second stage is the more peaceful A man does
not make so many articles toward the end, nor
does he laugh aloud; but the purely animal
pleasures, the sense of physical well-being, the
delight of every inhalation, of every time the mus-
cles tighten down the thigh, console him for the
absence of the others, and bring him to his des-
tination still content.
Nor must I forget to say a word on bivouacs.
You come to a milestone on a hill, or some place
where deep ways meet under trees; and off goes
the knapsack, and down you sit to smoke g pipe
in the shade. You sink into yourself, and the